Provence. It has become very different from what it was in
spring^ and yet I have certainly no less love for this
countryside, burnt up as it begins to be from now on.
Everything now here is old gold, bronze copper one
might say, and this with the green azure of the sky
blanched with heat: a delicious colour, extraordinarily
harmonious, with the blended tones of Delacroix.
If Gaugin were willing to join in, I think it would be a
step forward for us. It would establish us squarely as
the exploiters of the South, and nobody could complain
of that. I must manage to get the firmness of colouring
that I got into that picture that kills the rest. I'm think-
ing of what Portier used to say, that seen by themselves
the Cezannes had looked nothing, but bring them near
other pictures and they washed the colour out of every-
thing else. He used to say too that the Cezannes did well
in gold, which means that the gamut of colour was pitched
very high. So perhaps, perhaps I am on the track, and I
am getting my eye in for this kind of country. We must
wait and make sure.
This last picture can bear the surroundings of red
brick, with which my studio is paved. When I put it on
the ground, with this background of red, very red brick,
the colour of the picture does not become hollow or
bleached. The country near Aix where Cezanne works
is just the same as this, it is still the Crau. If coming home
with my canvas I say to myself " Look ! I've got the very
tones of old Cezanne! " I only mean that Cezanne like
Zola is so absolutely part of the countryside, and knows
it so intimately that you must make the same calculations
in your head to arrive at the same tones. Of course, if
you saw them side by side together, they would go
together, but there would be no resemblance.
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